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THE BELIEVER The 



old fellow him- 



cued with him. No, sir! Not as long as Shinny 
Upatree was alive. Delivering presents. Send- 
ing good tidings. Slaying a villain or two! 



A SURPRISE BONUS STORY 

The girl he loved was dead. Her innocence 
and beauty were gone forever. There was no 
way for him to bring her back. Yet, his loss 
was short. She would return all by herself! 



THE THIN DIME OF PAIN The 

Thin man. Bat man. Human caterpillar. 
Freaks to be jeered at. Humiliated. Ridiculed 
once too often, they perpetrated a revenge 
more terrible than the horrors of their births. 



CHILD When his wife had died, the old 
scientist was left alone. Childless. Creating 
life, however, was not beyond his abilities. 
Controlling it, was. His son had the rage of 
a child with the strength of a monster! 



TELL-TALE HEART i m the oi d 

man ... I indeed, had no desire for his 
gold. But that eye! That vulture eye! It made 
my blood run cold. So, I murdered him. But 
why do I hear a thumping of his undead heart? 



EXTERMINATOR OIME i tS Mar 

2014. Society, in its perversity, had conceived 
an excellent method for population control. 
Robot eliminators. One, called Orwel, had 
a perfect plan. Perfect. Until it went awry! 



A SURPRISE BONUS STORY 

On the surface it appeared to be calm. One 



die. Mother was dead but father still stalked 
in the shadows. And daddy was a demon! 



THE MONSTER: \/AMPIRELLA 



mortally wounded . 



was gone. Pendragon, 
. dying. Adam Van Hel- 



her. VAMPI was injured, alone 




STORY: BUDD LEWIS / ART: RICH CORBEN 



Thepe hap come a wonderful 
dhri6tmas &mmv in attleboro, 
massachusetts, pecember 24th 
i903. christmas in nein 
england has always been 
heralded as the typical 
american time for cheer... 

FOR <TOY. 




STRANGE HOW A 
SINGLE PERSON, 
WITH BUT THE JAW 
OFATHVI&. COULP 
BREAK SO MANY 
LITTLE HEARTS. 



course there is. 

AS MUCH AS I'M SURe 
My NAME IS JOHN CELERK 
i THERE /S A SAHTA CLAUS ! 
\ ANP HE JU&TMI&HT 

VISIT US / 

APTERALI-. 







^^^GOOPNISHX^^^B 
^^ CHILDREN. SWEET ^ 
V PREAMS. ANP...PON'T 1 

1 WORRY- THERE IS * J 
^k SANTA CLAUS ANP ^ 

^^HE iOWS US. ^^^ 


w» 




|F/*^^^^| 


!^kJn^ k3^21| 


Iil 


\ Jfr ~2f^^5£3k 


^^NOW IF I CAN^^^B 
■^7 JUST MOT C/?K ^H 
E^ PLEASE, GOP, POA/'T W 
■■ LET ME CRV. 1 CAN'T 

^k LET THEM HEAR ^K 
^^. /H£ CRY. .^H 




^^BrWHOA RAM MIT.' '^ Hfik? J* 
^mCAREFUL, LAPS, V^^^^M ' #3 
^WITH THE NOISE. 'this i S ^^H 
^^hzp-^^^^^LQU/BT WORK. B 


i 








**i 


^TWHAT?!S0A1£-^% 
I WW© ON THE 

^^^ koop:? A 




^^IVHAT ^^B 






fPERSON VMDULP ^| 






INTO AN 




wEf the ^^ 

^^ CHIMNEY.' A 


I ORPHANAGE ^M 






t ON CHI?I6TA1AS^H 


P" :' ,rVH 




^^ EVE? ^fl 




Kn9 


\ \ \V\3 




i/'la 


^v \ \ \ \J 






VaUw 






WMr^^l 







■ COMING DOWN ■ 


^X^^^^^D 




!ri*Sl 


IP^L 






Ml 





la^B^fltiric 


|P^ I SUPPOSE, ^ 


Hft VI 


■/JOHN. THAT CHRIST- 


kbTt ffiiwW 


[ MAS MEANS 


HE ^H 


iBfffWT THINGS , 


P^V^^HJ 


■^TO PIFFECSNT i 


^1 


pW^PEQp^e. >« 


/"' ~"fl 


^TO SOM6,IT ^^MH 


/ ^^HJ 


MEANS SANTA ^KP 


jr ^SS, I CAN. ^H 


CLAUS. TO 50ME, W\ 


' ITS HARD, BUT ^M |K|! 


THE BIRTH OF M 


SO LONG /IS 1 VlVtBV 


CHRIST. TO OTHERS fl 


eetieve it can be gm| 


... JUST ANOTHER A M 


PONE. ..SO LONG AS ^■■Lll 


k. PAY. ^£ 


THESE AffE PBOPLE f^BW 1 


B^^^ ^^^fe^^^ 1 


vVHO BELIEVE CHRISTMAS ^HT J 


F/wp you^^j^^km 


WILL Xl.tv.4y5 COME... ^■fcl 




SO LONG /IS THESE ^■■ifl 


IS. THE /M/IS/C ■ R'M 


OF THE CHRISTMAS ^M 




s SPIRIT. ..I'LL /WAKB ,^B BfT 




\ it mappbn- Jm ■¥ m 




^■^^^^^^^^^■■^r^ ; ' ji 






'../My PRESENT 
TO THE GOOP 

HEAP/MASTER 
ieWNS. 




Cil/fll 



THEBE'S 

SOMETH/AtS 

FOR evBRYOA/B 

IN SANTA'S MAGIC 
BAG. 







/FRDMNCWON, \ 
/ YOU ANP THE \ 
\OCPeR CHILDREN ■ 
\ WILL TAKE CARE M 
X OF THE /OLINSER^H 
N. ONES. ^M 


1 

i 


^^ I KNOW ^W 
f /OU CAN M 
1 HANPLB. IT, 

& JOHN. /^ , ^^^^^^H 

^f I KNIOVV ll 
^L youpo.'^^^ 


ffl 


Wv 1 












r THIS SHALL ^H 
[nOW...\N<51EAC> 1 

I of youR ^M 








SIR ROSCOE STRAUS REPRESENTED THE MIGHT OF GREAT BRrTAIN 
IN THE NEW WORLD. HIS SON MURDOCK REPRESENTED ALL THAT WAS 



CRUEL, VICIOUS AND DEPRAVED. TOGETHER THEY STOOD FOR 



JUD f*i 




STORY: W. EATON / ART: AURALEON 



I'LL SET 
EVEN WITH HIM 
SOME DAY... I 
SWEAR I WILL/ 




YOU HEARD 
MW HE DID IT. 
NOW 8E OFF 
WITH YOU, BOY/ 



HAVE A 

CARE I DON'T 

EXPERIMENT 

with rotf 

NEXT.' 



LADY PHYLLIS STRANG, LIKE HER HUSBAND, COULD SEE NO 
WRONG IN HER SON'S PSYCHOTIC BEHAVIOR... 



THE GROWING RAGE AND MUTTERED THREATS OF THE 
COLONISTS DID NOTHING TO CHANGE YOUNG MURDOCK. 
STRANG. HE GREW MORE DEGENERATE EACH DAY... 




; GET /WAY 

FROM ME.. 

YOU FILTHY 

BEAST/ 





THESIRL'SALIAR.' 
SHE STOOD THERE IN 
THE WINDOW WITH HARDLV 
ANT CLOTHES ON... AND WHEN SHE SAW 
/HE, SHE WINKED AND JERKED HER 
HEAD FOR ME TO COME IN. 



THE "MONSTER'S" CLUBBING VICTIM LIVED LONG ENOUGH 
TO DESCRIBE HIS ATTACKER.. . 




/WUWJOCK STRANG LET ANOTHER WEEK PASS BEFORE HE /HADE 
HIS NEXT MOVE. ANNE FRANKLIN, THE CONSTABLE'S BEAUTIFUL 
DAUGHTER, VISITED WITH A FRIEND LATE ONE AFTERNOON.. 





I KNOW WHO 
YOU ARE . . . MURDOCK J 
STANG.'MY 
TEETH/MARKS IN 
YOUR HAND WILL | 
BE MY PROOF/ 



THERE.. 
Ot£.' 




CONSTABLE GEORGE FRANKLIN FELT A DEEP COLD DREAD OVER 
THE DISAPPEARANCE OF HIS DAUSHTER--A FEAR SHARED BY 
THOSE WHO HELPED HIM SEARCH FOR HER. A FEAR CONFIRMED BY 
THE DISCOVERY OF TWO CLUES... 



GEORGE... I'VE] 
FOUND A BRASS 
BUTTON.' YOUNG 
STRANG HAS A 
COAT WITH | 
BUTTONS 
LIKE THIS.' 



THIS.. IS 

APIECE TORN 
FROM THE DRESS 
...■vCHOKS/rANNE 

WAS WEARING...' ' 



THAT 



NIGHT CONSTABLE FRANKLIN LEDTHE LYNCH-HUNGRY 
THAT MARCHED ON THE GOVERNOR'S PALACE... 



THEM BROWBEAT YOU 
PROOF WE NEED THAT YOUR \V" TO WISHING 
SON MURDERED MY ANNE . 




/ ARE YOU 

/ GOING TO BELIEVE 

[ THOSE SWINE... LET 




you WANT MY 
SOW PUNISHED.' 
VERY WELL. WU 
WILL PUT HIM IN 
STOCKS FOR EISHT 
HOURS. NO MORE.' 



SIR ROSCOE GLOATED OVER HIS CLEVERNESS: 
HE HADQIVEN THE COLONISTS THE JUSTICE WET 
DEMANDED, WHILE PROTECT ING HIS SON .' BUT 
LATER.. 

WELL, 




SOIDNUT'S CARNIVAL OP 
WONDERS! A SEEDY BACKDROP 
OF MOIST SAWDUST AMD MOLDERING 
STRAW, DISGUISED BEHIND ASAEISH 
FACADE OF SAUDY SEEA'SEPAINT 
AMD SPECTACULAR SHUCKl 
THE REEtCJNG STBNCH OF ILL- 
i£=r ANIMALS IS WASHED AWAY 
IN A TORRENT OF COTTON • CANDV 
AND CARAMEL-APPLE SUSARCOATED 
0EC6PT1ON.' 



the rubes <sawk,slind to the 
utter horror. before. them... 
while the raucous fast-pitch 
spiel of a straw- hattedbarker- 
efses above the babble of 
calliope and morbid curiosity 




MIIffifMl 



STORY: DOUG MOENCH / ART: LEOPOLD SANCHEZ / COLOR: MICHELE BRAND 
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THE INTRIGUING SIGHTS AND 
SOUNDS OF THESE AND MANV 
OTHER BIZARRE CREATURES 
AWAITS YOUR PLEASURE 
WITHIN THE FAMOUS 
GOLDNUT FREAK 
TSNTj 





AFTER ALL THESE YEARS 
OF SUFFERING YOUR KIND'S 
SNIDE SNIGGERING, 
SOMEBODY'S FINALLY 
BROUGHT IT INTO THE 
OPEN... «HERE I CAN 
PEAL WrTH 

AND BU3TER,THAT SOMEBODY 
IS VOU.' WE'VE TAKEN YOUR 
TAUNTS, YOUR JIBES, YOUR 

RIDICULE AND YOUR 

BELLYLAUSHS UNTIL WE'VE 
HAD IT... RIGHT UPTO 

oefOKMeoBAHs. 



BEFORE I WASTE YOU, CREEP. 
BEFORE I SPLATTER YOU ALL OVER 
THIS SHABBY TENT.. \ WANNA TELL 
YOU SOMETHING/ YOU'RE THE 
FREAKS... YOU AND EVERYONE 
LIKE YDU/ MOTUS' 






NOTHING IS SAIO 
FOR THE DURATION 

of THE slow WAlk 
from the freak 
tent. then as the 
horizon touches 
the sum with 
twilisht...andas 
thev near a 
Dilapidated Paint- 
peeled wagon... 
THE SILENCE is 
3*OAS£/V. 



DON'T KIO YOURSELF,^ 
SWEETPEA.FATSO KHEW 
WE'VE BEEN POOLINS 
OUR MONEY/AND HE 

KNOWS WE'LL OUSTSffT" 

BV FOR THE NEXT SIX. 

MONTHS ON WHAT WE'VE 

sot SAVED. 




•AND ALL BECAUSE HE X 
KNOWS WE CAN'T SO 
ANYWHERE B LSE UNTIL 
WE ACCUMULATE ENOUGH 
MONEY. 



WSLL.VOU'RE CK3HT 

ABOUT CUE THINS, 

CBAMUU3... THS WAGON'S 

ovezceowoeo... and 

SINCE THE BOSS STILL 

HASNT HAD THAT EXTRA 

MO INSTALLED. I GUESS 

IT'S MV TURN TO SLEEP, 

^ on the noon. 
and eeueve me, when 

YOU'VE SOT AS MANY 
SO/MSS STtCKIN' OUT AS 
/ DO... ITS NOT EXACTLY 

^COMFORTABLE. . 




INTO THE UNCARING NIGHT, OBSESSED WITH 
THOUGHTS OFC/WVCARE.STALkSA SAD, 
TIRED MAN... 



1 




THE OBESE CARNIVAL OWNER'S DESPERATE 
SURSLES OF HORROR ARE STIFLBD BY AN 

INDELICATELY APPLIED SAO... 




...WHERE HE SHARES WITH HISSON THE FRENZIED 
OUSLtUSUTor ENGAGED, ftlCSK FREAkS.ARMEO 
WITH VIVIDLY LETHAL BLADES GUTTERINS COLOLV IN 
THE EERIE M00NLI6HT. 




i eNPEO NOW, CHILP. THE SMILES, THE WARMTH. THE . 
X] LOYC.NJ. ARE GONE FOR£V£R> NOTHING REMAINS BUT THE PRIGID 
\V 1 r/topse YOU HOLD SO AWKWARDLY AND YET SO TENDERLY 



fi 



All that is left are your 
hot searing tears burning 
your cheeks and kissing 
/<dur lips,,..' lips which 
quiver and pulsate with the 
shock, the horror, and the 
sickening realization,,, 
the pappy is p£ap/ 




STORY: GREG POTTER / ART: RICH CORBEN 



YOU KUOW HOW IT ENPS. CHILP/ BUT YOU NEVER 
PIP KNOW HOW IT Bea#M. YOU WERE NOT THERE 
TO SEE THE SKIES PARKEN WITH tf£tfcJ,41.„ TO 
FEEL TEARS CRIBBLE FROM THE O.OUPS/,, «l 
TO WATCH THETggRiaLS SOGftOtY ON 

esLovep H//ASF to xesT.../ 




STITCH 6/ STITCH, PIECE BY PUTRIP PIECE THE WORK PBO&tESSeP UNTIL THE OGLY, DISTORTED FRAME OF A 
HOMANOtO CHILD LA/ UPON THE WORKBENCH OF THE C8.AZEP SCIENTIST. 




YOU SAWHIM„.yOUR PAPPY. YOU 
STRETCHED YOUR LOVING ARMS JO 
SMBMCe HIM. yOU APV/tfSCEO. 

BUT y»U PIPN'T COMPREHENp THE 
LOOK OF HORKOK WHICH SLOWLy 
PROPPED IT'S SHAPOW ACROSS 
HIS FACE. 



C£rtamcy oaocy loved his soy.' 

HE CREATEP HIM, PIPN'T HE? 
PAPpy'S JUST PLAYING HIPE ANP 
SEEK. HAPPILY yOU LUM8EREP 
OFF AFTER PAPPy ANP FOUAYC> 
HIM.' PAPPy WASN'T VERY SOOP 
AT H/P/fifG. 





MO/t£ /EARS PASSEP. FUNMY THINGS WERE BE- 
GINNING TO HAPPEN TO PAPP/ HIS HAIR WAS SETTING 
LIGHTER ANP ALU PAV LONG HE SAT IN A FUNNy METAL 
CHAIR WITH WHEELS/ IF PAPPY WAS CHANGING, 
WHY WASN'T CMLP? 



ANP FOR THE FIRST TIME IN A LONG TIME, /OU 
WERE SAD BECAUSE PAPPy BEGAN TO CV?>C you 

could not see the tears... but you knew of his 

SORROW.** 




IT WAS UPON THAT VERY 
I SAME PAy, AS YOU WERE 

PLAVINS IN YOUR SANP- 

| BOX, THAT PAPPy HAP 

AW UNEXPECTEP 

vistrotz. 



ANP you M£LO PAPPY FOR 
A LOMG WHILE IN YOUR ARMS, 
GEUJLY AOCK/A/e H/M 

SENTLy WHIMPERING 
yOUR W0RPLE5S 




BUT IT PIPN'T HCLP! 
PAPPY WAS pe/tp, 
M CHILD. IT WAS A HARP 
J CONCEPT TO SRASP. 
PAPP/ WAS GOA/£/ 



w 



THE FIRST PANSS OF SRISP 
ARE NOT y£T OyER WHEN YOU 
H£AR THEM.,, THE FOOTSTEPS 
ASCENPING THE STAIRS 
FROM PAPPV'S LABORATORY/ 



TENPERLVC YOU PLACE PAPPY 
BACK UPON THE UNCARING, 
BLPOP-STAINEP FLOOR. 

ouiETuy you hire, letting 

THE FOOTSTEPS SET CLOSER 
ANO CLOSER! 



ANP WITH EACH FOOTFALL 
THE HATE WELLS UP IN- 
SIPE YOU. YOUR 3LOOP 
80ILS ANP yOUR FINGERS 
ITCH FOR THE FEEL OF 
FLESH. SUPPENLY, THE 
MAN APPEARS... 



ANP YOU ARE UPON RIAlM 



... he sees you.. 




IT IS ALMOST MORNING NOW. THE 
SKY IS BLEEPING UPON THE HORIZON 
ANP THE NOCTURNAL CRICKETS ARE 
OUTPONE BY THE SONGS OF THE 
PAWN SPARROWS. 




ONE LAST PRAYER, CHILD. ONE LAST 
WHIMPER. AT THE SANPEiOX SR/ttV. 



ONE CAST LOOK, CHILP, AT THE 
HOME YOU HAVE LOVEP SO PEARLY.,/ 





ONE LAST.S»fl, ANP yCU ARE 
OFR, PUSHING YOUR WAY PAST 
THE SWING SET WHICH NOW 
PISPLAYS A GRISLY NEW 
APPITION,„THE GENTLY 

swaving aoey of 

HEHPY LIEPERMAAI 



HOW IT SeSWS CHILP,,, YOUR 
JOURNEY INTO A WORLP YOU 
KNOW A/OTHlf/6 ABOUT 



EDGAR 
ALLAN 

POES 




ART BY REED CRANDALL / STORY BY ARCHIE GOODWIN 



It is impossible to say how first the 
ipea entered my brain; but once 
conteivep, it hauntep me pay and 

NIGHT 



OBJECT THERE WAS 
NONE. PASSION THERE 
WAS NONE. X LOVEP 
THE OLP MAN ... 



T_ WAS JUST GOING TO READ 
A LITTLE BEFORE GOING TO 
BEP. YOU SHOULP RELAX 
YOURSELF, ROBERT. SOME- 
TIMES X THINK YOU WORK 
TOO HARD/ 




One of his his eyes resemblep that of a vulture' a 
pale blue eye with a film oyer it. whenever it fell on 
me, fay bloop ran colp.' 



So BY PEGREES, VERY GRADUALLY 
I MAPE UP IM MIND TO TAKE 
THE LIFE OF THE OLP MAN, AND 
THUS RID MYSELF OF THE EYE 
FOREVER! 




VOU THINK I'M MAD, BUT NO 
MADMAN COULD EVER HAVE 
PROCEEDED WITH THE WISDOM 
...THE CAUTION...THE FORESIGHT 
THAT I PIP THE WEEK BEFORE 
I KILLED THE OLD MAN / 



EACH NIGHT I--OH, SO 
GENTLY-- OPENEP THE 
DOOR TO HIS ROOM JUST 
ENOUSH TO ADMIT MY 
HEAD ANP THE LANTERN, 
SOMETIMES TAKING AN 
HOUR. TO PO SO... WOULD 
A MADMAN HAVE BEEN 
SO WISE AS THIS? 



Then-- oh, so cautiously— i 

ALLOWEP A THIN BEAM FROM THE 
LANTERN TO FALL OH THE VULTURE 
EVE... FOR SEVEN NIGHTS.' BUT 
ALWAYS IT WAS CLOSED AND SO 
IMPOSSIBLE TO DO THE WORK . 
FOR IT WAS NOT THE OLP MAN 
WHO VEXEP ME, BUT HIS EVIL EYE .' 




Upon the eighth night i was more than 
usually cautious in opening the poor a 
watches minute hand moves more slowly 
than dip me . i had my heap in anp was 
about to open the lantern when my 
thumb supped on the fastening... 




I KEPT STILL AND SAID NOTHING. HIS ROOM WAS 
PITCH BLACK WITH THICK DARKNESS, X KNEW HE 
COULP NOT SEE THE OPENING OF THE DOOR 
FOR AN HOUR X DID NOT MOVE, BUT NEITHER 
WOULD HE LIE DOWN . THEN THERE CAME TO MY 
EARS A LOW DULL QUICK SOUND... 




Mr 

THUMP 

THUMP 
7HUMP 

TffuMP 
THUMP 



I KNEW THAT SOUNP/ THE BEATING OF THE 
OLP MAN'S HEART/ BUILDING IN ME A 
FURY AS THE BEATING OF A PRUM STI- 
MULATES A SOLPIER INTO COURAGE... 



THE HELLISH TATTOO OF THE HEART INCREASEP. IT GREW 
QUICKER ANP LOUDER EVERY INSTANT... I OPENED A 
VERY VERY LITTLE CREVICE IN THE- LANTERN ... A 
SINGLE RAY LIKE THE THREAD OF A 5PIDER SHOT OUT 
FROM THE OPENING, FALLING FULL ON THE VULTURE 
EYE _' IT WAS OPEN — WIPE WIDE OPEN ' 




The olp man's terror must have been extreme' 
the beatins- grew louper anp louper/ i. 
thought the heart would burst/ ever, 
quicker anp louper.' x feared a neighbor 
would hear the sound/ the olp man's 

HOUR. HAD COME.' 



ENOUGH/ STOP 
THAT SOUND.' CLOSE 
THAT HIPEOUS 
EVIL VULTURE 



STOP IT.' STOP >, 

THAT NOISE.' STOP ) 

THAT BEATING-/ / 




If you STILL THINK me map, you will think so no longer after the wise PRECAUTIONS I TOOK 

FOR CONCEALMENT OF THE BODY. THE NIGHT WANED AND X WORKED HASTILY BUT IN SILENCE, 
DISMEMBERING- THE CORPSE... HEAP, ARMS, LEGS... PIECE BY CAREFUL PIECE... 




I TOOK UP THREE PLANKS FROM, THE FLOORING AND DEPOSITED ALL BETWEEN THE SCANTLINGS. 
I THEN REPLACED THE BOARDS SO NO HUMAN EYE, NOT EVEN HIS, COUIO HAVE DETECTED ANY- 
THING WRONG. NOTHING TO WASH OUT... NO STAIN ... NO BLOOD- SPOT... THE TUB HAD CAUGHT ALL/ 





thump rum p thump 



Q-DO YOU HEAR THAT 
THAT SOUND f 




THUMP THUMP THUMP 




IHA-BlMpf THA'BUMPf THA'BUMP/ r HA- BUMP/ 




a TH mp 



SURELY, GENTLEMEN, YOU MUST NOW 
HEAP. IT.., THE SOUND IS QUITE LOUD 

MAKES IT HARD TO THINK — TO 
TALK... DON'T YOU HEAR. IT? 




miSrBimp TriA-gUAAP THA'Bu AAP rHA'Bimp} 



/SIR, I CAN'T HEAR 
( A THINS, THERE IS 
V NO SOUND 



YOU'RE LYING/ 
YOU MUST HEAR IT.' 
IT'S GETTING LOUPER.' 
AND LOUDER I ANP , 
LOUPER! YOC/ MUST 




YOU HEAR/ YOU KNOW.' i 
\ STOP MOCKING ME! X 
YOU HEAR.'! 




NO MORE! NO MORE/ I APMIT 
THE DEED.' TEAR UP THE PLANKS,' 



MX£. HERE/ IT IS BEATING,, 
OF HIS HIPEOUS HEART/'/ 



1**+UMp r **'8iiMPf TgA- 
fffA-0U»? ^ THUMP/ ^ 





Mi 



G O 



I Ml M II I II I V DIE 



IT'S MARCH, 2014. THIS IS NEW YORK CITY AMP I'M PETER ORWELL,...' AT LEAST I USBD TO BE, BEFORE 
THE GOVERNMENT THREW AWAY My 80Py ANP WRAPPEP My BRAIN IN A TIN CAN/ 



now, i'm a machine, built for one purpose,,, 
to «a/ my sole function is to eliminate 
imperfect human life in an overpopulatep 
society 



TONIGHT, I PIP My JOB TOO 

WELL/ THREE MEN WERE 

m±B.QtxcP„.st./u/6HTERep! 



i was only 
supposed to 
kill two of 

THEM.' 



IT WAS HARP TO BEL/EVE THAT WHAT 
HAP &E.&UN IN AN ANTISEPT/O COMPUTER 
HEAPOUARTERS TWO PAYS ASO WOULP 
ENP WITH/Kf, THE HUNTER, BEIN<3 
HUNITEP By THE POLICE/ 




mm$®^3®m*- 



IN 






THE MISSION BSGAH A HELLAVA LOT 
• ) PIFFERENTLY THAW MY FIRST OUTING. THE 
EXTERMINATOR FORCE GAVE ME NO SLEEK 
SPORTS CAR, NO FANCY EQUIPMENT TO 
THWART SUARPS ANP SCALE WALLS. I 
woulpn't /veep IT, THEy SAIP. 



INSTEAP THEy THREW ME THE RAGS OF SOME. \ 
PEAP WINO WHO'D ENPEP UP ON A MORGUE 
5LAB THAT /MG>/?/V/A/iS.„ 



ANP THEN SENT ME OFF INTO HIGHI 
ALLEX NEW yORK'S HAVEN FOR THE PPWN- 
TRPPPEN, THE FORGOTTEN, THE SOUSeP/ ■ 




"ff'J 



v 


?s'^ 


1§%m ^ 






Ulf 








THIS MI5SI0N WAS #U MINE! A TEST OF 
My INTELLIGENCE, MY LOyALTX My 
MASTERy OF THE SCIENCE OF MURDeK. 






INCLUDING MY 
MARK JANGLES! 




..^^ I COULD HAVE SOUEE2ED 
OFF A ROUNP, ANP 
SPLATTEReD THE OLD 
MAN'S BRAINS ALL OVER 
THE BAR, EVEN AS HE 
DANCED HIS SOFT-SHOE 






V ^£) A ^ 


'^V^Sl 





WHILE TANGLES ANP HIS NEWFOUNP 0UPPY 
iWAPPEP SMALLTALK, TURKS 3ARSEP 
INTO THE SALOON, LOOKING THE PART OF 
THE HARPENEP GUNFIGHTER IN A CHEAPIE 
WESTERN POLyFLICK. 







l^y^KNOW, mist. slaughterous 
■f yERTHE BBST F/f/EMO fl 
■ I EVAH HAP/ yER TREAT I 

^^WE LIKE AH'M SOMeBOOyl^^ 




fe« 


^you /?tfff soMEeopy^wttiM 

f OLPMAN„.PON'TSEE 1|H 
L YOURSELF ANy OTHER ■■■ 


^/•■rJBfyA 




Hro;HI 





^rrne/te we oo. gosh, you-re^M 

■■ PRETTY WHEN YOU SMILE. ■■ 


■K you shoui.p oo it more AV 


^^^ often... "^^^^B ■ 


MMm^^^— ...1 IKE EVERY TIME ^H 


[ YOU SEE THE OLP MAN 1 
^kHERE/ t/NO£ASTOOP?M 




HCSn BE r - r ig HT 'jgEr^i, 
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POOR TURKS. IT JUST WASN'T HIS NIGHT/ FIRST, 


SAMBINO PUTS HIM DOWN. ..THEN THIS YOUNG 


1 <3UY HALF HIS SIZE/ ANP WHAT TURKS OtON'T 


KNOW WAS THAT HE WAS WALKING RIGHT INTO 


MY LITTLE TRAP FOR HI/A! 




HIS FEAR-FILLEO EYES 806060 
OUT, HOT KNOWING WHAT TO 
MAKE Of /H£/ AHP I WAS 
ENJWING ftetL OUT OP IT/ 
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BUT AS LONG AS 
THIS HELMET HIPES'' 

ANP COTTON BALL 

HEAP, I MIGHT 
ACTUALLY BLUFF 
A FEW PSMONS 
INTO BELIEVING 
I'M F/eRCE/ 



COME ON," 
GIRL .' 
LET'S GO 
FINP US 
SOME 
GREASEBALL 

Munwrsfk 







so yowve p/r/eoy 

YOURSELF ALL 
THESE YEARS... 
LUSTED FOR 
VENGEANCE 

BY MY DEATH/- 



THERE MUST 
BE ttt/MPKCOS 

LIKE YOU,.. 
WALLOWING 

IN THEIR 
HALF- BREED 
M/SKKY.. 




It's too bad 
that human 
women are so 
^BEAe/T/F(/t 

„.THEy PRODUCE 

VYCAK CHILDREN,,. 

CHILDREN WITH 

^AltMMA/ EMOTIONS' 



<»P£AW/VS ARE t*CAW0LE 

OF SELF-PIT// WE FEELAW 
EMOTIONS... SO WE HAVE NO 
WEAKNESSES.' 



HAH/ 

90 YOU THINK 

YOU'RE THE OHIY 

HALF-BREED I'VE 

EVER SIRED/ 



IF YOU tVERE^ 
Tito*)' My SON, ' 
you WOULD BE 

DEMON/ 

'BUT yOU'RENjP / j 
'NOT/ YOU 'RE t 
OHLY /f/ICf 
A AH/) A// 
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yES, I Al* HALF A MAN! 
BUT you, OFPHAL, WITH THAT 
M/SSIN6 /%e«f, ARE ONLy 
HAL* A eSMOAt.' 




'IT LOOKS N 
LIKE MAN'S ^ 

WEAK 

LIFESTyLE 

IS GOING 

TO WIN OUT 

\ AFTER ALLj 

MJFPHAL /> 




MANKINP 
MAV 



.BUT 
YOU 

HUNTER,,./ 




AW/ ; 



/■ HAVE NO 
PETTy QUALMS ^ 
ABOUT KILLING 
MV OWN 

*SONf 



n'^Sr 



^t 






^s^i****' 



A fWK.. ANP A MURPEROUS, 
VENSERJLXtW/rr ERUPT 
FROM SCMRECK, 
S/MULTANEOUSLy/ 




MOKSleK CALLED 
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Shortly after the arrest 
of Vampirella and her 
magician companion, and 
the subsequent sniper 
shooting at the airport 
Sunday, Conrad and Ad- 
am Van Helsing, old 
friends of the disabled 
pair, arrived at the hos- 
pital. 

"The old man went to 
see the magician, Pen- 
dragon," claimed Lt. 
Smithwright. "while I 
questioned his son about 
the wounded mystery girl. 
When I finished with him, 
the younger Van Helsing 
visited with the girl for a 
while, then signaled for 
me to come into the pri- 
vate room. There, he pull- 
ed a gun on me," claimed 
Lt, Smithwright. "bound 
my mouth with tape, took 
my handcuffs, chaining 
me to the girl's metal 
bed. 



"He and the girl then 
silently slithered from the 
hospital, making good 
their escape." 

But even as the young 
Van Helsing was helping 
the sedated and still seri- 
ously wounded girl es- 
cape from police custody, 
yet another figure was 
silently wending his way 
onto the hospital grounds, 
past police guards and in- 
to the private room of the 
magician. 



m 




room, the elder Van Hel- 
sing must have sensed the 
killer's presence, leaping 
from his chair too late. The 
assassin fired one shot 
from his .US calibre spe- 
hammering the pro- 
fessor back onto the cri- 
tically wounded body of 
his longtime friend. Van 
Helsing, t>7, was killed in- 
stantly. 

A hospital orderly dis- 
covered both Van Hel- 
sing's body and the hand- 
cuffed police lieutenant, 
several hours after the two 
incidents. The gunman 
and the suspected mur- 
deress and her young com- 
panion had had plenty of 
time to flee the hospital 
grounds, losing them- 
selves in the cold anony- 
mity of New York. 
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"Sara Granville. Pen- 
dragon's daughter. She 
was behind my father's 
death. I knew it ! Once 
married to the most pow- 
erful underworld figure in 
New Orleans. She had 
been in prison for more 
than a year since the 
death of her husband. But 
now she was free. 

"I left V ampirella alone 
in the hotel room. She 
was too weak to come 
with me. I found the 
name Granville in the 
telephone directory. It 
gave the address of a 
plush east side apartment 
which was apparently 
maintained as the family's 
permanent New York resi- 



past 
) the 



"I couldn't simply wal 
into the building, 
the doorman and into 
girl's apartment," Van 
Helsing continued, 
chose a slightly less con- 
spicuous entrance... 
through the doors of a 
flat several buildings 
down the street, up to the 
roof, over, and onto the 
terrace that should have 
been the Granville apart- 
ment. 
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"I saw more than felt 
Sara's rage at what I had j 
done. She was standing | 
before me . . . pounding on | 
me. Screaming 
Venting her hatred in the | 
only way she knew how. 
And then, her rage spent, 
she collapsed in tears. But I 
I could feel no pity for 
her. For anyone . . . except | 
myself. 



"She explained it all to 
me then. In those brief 
moments before the police 
burst into the apartment. 
She explained how she had 
hated her father . . . Pen- 
dragon . . . for years, never 
knowing him. Never see- 
ing him. How he never 
came home after the sec- 
ond World War, deserting 
her and her mother. Over 
the years that hatred grew, 
until it became the un- 
controllable guiding force 
in her life. Then, one day, 
her husband, the notorious 
underworld czar, Richard 
Granville, took both her 
father and Vampirella cap- 
tive, to torture the old 
man ... to make him puy 
for the suffering he jiad 
caused Sara and her moth- 
er. Granville injected 
Vampirella with drugs. 
And in a stupor, drug-in- 
duced, she killed Gi 
ville and five of his 
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"The New Orleans [ 
lice ruled it self-defense I 
at the time, and dismiss- 
ed the case. But now Sara 
had planted new evidence 
. . . evidence which mat 
Vampirella look like 
hideous blood-drinkin 
monster. 
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"But somehow, none of 
that seemed important 
now. To Sara nor to m 
self. All that mattered 
was that Paul was dead. 
And I had killed him. 

"As the police took us 
away, Sara's final words 
to me were not of hate . . . 
but of love. She too hod 
loved Paul Giraud as he 
had loved her. She used 
him for her own venge- 
ance-filled motives. But 
behind it all was as deep 
a love as she had 
given her husband. And 
once again, it was be- 
cause of Sara's hatred for 
her father that that love 
had ended in bloodshed." 



THE ONE yOLT\ 
TOLP ME ABOUT \ 
THE GIRL. COMING 
FROM ANOTHER / 




Van Helsing, who was 
taken to the city's sixth 
precinct, was charged 
with manslaughter and 
aiding and abetting a fugi- 
tive. He has been bound 
over for trial at district 
court and will remain in 
police custody until that 
hearing. 

Further questioning of 
Van Helsing proved fruit- 
less. He would not dis- 
close the whereabouts of 
the mysterious girl known 
only as Vampirella. Nor 
would he disclose the 
name of the hotel where 
in he allegedly left her. 



When questioned, po- 
■e also refused to com- 
ment on their knowledge 
of the girl. Nor was there 
any speculation as to the 
origin of the purported 
vampiress and how she 
to have her report- 
ed taste for human blood 



Authorities' refusal to 
comment on the girl can 
only raise questions as to 
what they actually know 
about her. Are police cov- 
ering up to avoid more 

hysteria in the streets of 
New York? If so, what 
exactly arc they hiding 
from the public? The 
knowledge that a maniac 
who gorges herself on 
blood is loose in the city? 

s the girl truly a vampire- 
like killer similar to those 
found in ancient European 
legends? Or is she, as 
speculators suggest, a 
visitor from a far-distant 
planet, come to Earth as 
a scout for an advanced 
force of blood-drinking 
aliens? 




SO MAYBE /OUR 
GIRL FRIENP/5 AN 
EXTRATERRESTRIAL 
JUST A5 YOU CLAIMEP/^ 



w i just \ 

' WANTED y"OU \ 
TO KNOW THAT 

i aeuEVE 

yoUR STORY. 
BUT NO ONE 
ELSE IS GOING 

TO. SO I 
SUGGEST WE 

KEEP IT 
^BETWEEN USi 





TWO BODIES 
DISCOVERED 
ON SKID ROW 

NEW YORK (AP) The 
bodies of Rudolph "Slash- 
er" Franks, 24, and Barry 
Firtgerald Bowman, 28, 
were found in the Ritz 
Hotel this morning, on 
New York's lower West 
side. 

The cause of each man's 
death could only be deter- 
mined as severe loss of 
blood. 

Franks and Bowman, 
two known second story 
men, specialized in mug- 
ging unwary victims in 
sleazy Bowery hotels. 
Their usual practice was 
to obtain a pass key and 
surprise the hotel's sleep- 
ing guests, assaulting the 
victim and taking any- 
thing of value. 

Apparently. Franks and 
Bowman were themselves 
surprised last night after 
entering the room on the 
third floor of the Ritz. 

When asked to speculate 
as to the cause of the 
men's severe blood loss, 
the city coroner had only 
a "no comment." 

Could the thieves have 
encountered the mysteri- 
ous vampire girl police 
have been searching for 
since Wednesday night? 
If so, where has she dis- 
appeared to? These and 
other answers to the po- 
lice's questions lie only 
with the strange girl 
known as Vampirella. And 
she seems to have dis- 
appeared in the proverbia! 
puff of smoke. 

Will she emerge to kil 
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L! MAS! NEARY! SANCHEZ! 
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has been thrilling and chilling Warren readers 
since 1971, when his first story appeared in CREEPY #42, 
but he has been enthusiastically acclaimed by European 
comics fans for seventeen of his forty years. His imaginative 
use of line and tone . . . his whimsical and often horrifying 
characterizations . . . his adept story-telling techniques give 
the bachelor-artist's work a solid appeal to a multitudinous 
audience, beguiled by the spell of his gritty and often dis- 
torted realism. Auraleon's work is excellent 1 

is a gentle, affable man who spends most of his 
time at his drawing board. His quiet exterior hides a dyna- 
mic soul of incredible talent and perserverance. His work 
has successfully survived its transition from major "under- 
ground" art to mainstream comics . . . and has arrived integ- 
rity intact. He is an artist of mixed media and incredible 
facility. His stunning ability to distort realism and thereby 
create a more believable reality, has resulted in some of the 
most dramatic stories to appear in Warren magazines. 

has worked for most of the top names in 
comics. He achieved recognition for his art on Quality 
Comics "Blackhawk" series and his many fine contributions 
to EC. He was a major artist in the early years of Warren 
Publishing's magazines, creating some of their most moody 
and dramatic tales. His accomplished use of fine-line shading 
gave these stories an almost gothic quality. The feeling of 
studied realism he created gave his horror stories believ- 
ability. They were both frightening and memorable! 

comes from the beautiful city of Barcelona, Spain. 
He is married and has two lovely daughters. While Mas was 
only in his early twenties he began his work in the graphic 
media, producing comics for Spain and eventually for Ameri- 
ca through Warren Publications. His unusual style uses many 
cinematic techniques. Each panel is carefully constructed 
. . . and he sets up his scene like a movie director. Props, back- 
ground, lighting are all considered and blended to form a 
perfect picture. He is now living in Venezuela. 

tells us: "I enjoy working among people who turn 
in their best work (for comics)." It is a practice that our 
British cousin also follows concerning his own art. Born on 
December 1949 in Bournemouth, England, this striking, young 
artist attributes his earliest influences to the drawings of 
Carmine Infantino and Al Williamson. His strong sense of de- 
sign coupled with an affinity for science-fiction does pinpoint 
Neary's prime inspirations but he stands in a class all his 
own. For dramatic mood his distinct style is unequaled. 

was introduced to comic illustration by his 
cousins, Jose and Leopold Ortiz, and at fourteen was working 
as an assistant to Carthagenian artist, Gines Garcia. While 
working for his college degree, he spent long hours in the 
studio's of his cousins and other Spanish artists and from 
1966 to 1971, while studying at the Art School San Carlos in 
Valencia, began finding a market for his work in Great Bri- 
tain and France. The twenty-eight years-old artist describes 
his style as "constructive, cold, dry and loose in drawing!" 

, born in Valencia in 1938, has been working in comics 
for sixteen years, but has been working professionally as an 
illustrator for much longer. He began his professional career 
at thirteen years of age in a publicity studio, and his work 
still has much of the flavor derived from this early training. 
His characters are fashionable. His heroes square jawed. His 
women beautiful. His settings meticulously suggested. His 
wife and two children are of course delighted with his fine 
renderings, as are we, his international audience! 
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